THE   EPIC   OF   CAPTAIN   SCOTT

downhill all the way to the bottom of the
Beardmore Glacier, and they began to travel
faster. Sometimes the wind drove them on
with such speed that one or two men had
to brake behind to keep the sledge from over-
running the leaders. ' The sledge with our
good wind behind runs splendidly . . . thank
God the miles are coming fast at last.3

On January 3Oth they covered 22 miles for
the second consecutive day., and camped only
5 miles short of Three Degree Depot. They
were going down a slope over a good surface,
the weather was fine and the wind favourable.
Butc Wilson has strained a tendon in his leg ;
it has given pain all day and is swollen to-night.
Of course, he is full of pluck over It, but I don't
like the idea of such an accident here. To
add to the trouble Evans has dislodged two
finger-nails to-night; his hands are really
bad and to my surprise he shows signs of
losing heart over it.3 They could get along
with bad fingers, but if \Vilson's lameness had
got worse instead of better they would have
been in an extremely awkward position. It
is no exaggeration to say that any man who
goes on a polar journey must face the possi-
bility of having in certain circumstances to
commit suicide in order to save his companions.
A polar party must march or die. If a man
develops appendicitis or breaks a leg in
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